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reticence with which religion is treated even by the re- 
ligious”; and the third, the remark of an unnamed reader, 
that Thackeray’s characters “never seem to have any fun 
with their minds.” 
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WAITING—WELSH COAST. 


T’S only sixteen years he has, and gone to be a 
sailor ! 
His father, too, was lost at sea, sixteen years ago; 
And [’m waiting all alone, waiting all alone ; 
He never saw the trembling hands that asked him 
not to go; 
And stormy ’tis to-night, with the white foam flying, 
Flying o’er the cottages and drifting up the lane, 
And it’s wide awake I’m lying to hear the dark sea 
crying 
And crying me myself tiil the boy comes home again. 
Come back ; come back! you never should have left 
me : 
It?s out upon the sea you are, and my heart that 
has the pain, 
With the white foam flying and the dark waves 
crying, 
Crying, always crying, till my boy comes home 
agam: 
Bachgen !* bachgen! come back! come home 
again ! 


Young, so young! O, why do neighbours ask me 
If the ship is come to port? She was due a menth 
ago ! 
And i waiting all alone, waiting all alone 
Why do they whisper? Do they think I do not 
know ? 
Cold it is to-night, with the sea-wind wailing, 
Wailing like a woman in the dark and the rain ; 
The wind it is that’s wailing ; but my heart, my heart 
is failing, 
My life is failing in me till the boy comes home 
again. 
Come back! come back! You never should have left 
me 
It's out upon the sea you are, and my heart that 
has the pain, 
With the white foam flying and the dark waves 
crying, 
Crying, always crying ull my boy comes home 
again: 
Bachgen ! bachgen! Come back! Come home 
again ! 


It’s only sixteen years he had, and him the strong 
young swimmer, 
And O, I wish he could not swim, he’d fight so hard 
I know ; : 
And I’m waiting all alone, waiting all alone ; 
Remembering how he used to talk and him so glad 
to go; 
Dark it is to-night and a deeper dark to-morrow ; 
And a darker crying in the wind and rain ; 
A deeper dark to-morrow, and a darker sorrow, 
Crying, crying, crying till the boy comes home 
again | 
Come back! come back! Vou never should have left 
me, 
Tf's down below the sea you areand the word that 
has the pain! 
With the white foam flying and the dark waves 
crying, 
Crying, crying, crying, till my boy comes home 
again : . 
Bachgen ! bachgen ! come back, come home again 
ALFRED NOYES. 
* Bachgen = little one. 





